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Disclaimer: If this is real, then I'm a purple elephant with green ears. Certain elements are real. For a short 
time in the 10s, Dave was indeed the guitarist for the Chili Peppers. He left the band for reasons unknown, 
although in Anthony's autobiography, the indication is given that it was due to Dave's relapse into heroin use 
after Anthony had gone clean. For a long time, Anthony was a heroin addict, but kept going clean and then 
relapsing. Dave would indeed go pick him up at seedy motels before Anthony finally quit. Most actual 
information is taken from Anthony's autobiography, Scar Tissue. HOWEVER. Aside from that, all the rest is, to 
the best of my knowledge, all the products of my disturbed mind. 

Notes: This takes place shortly before Dave left the Peppers. I've always thought that they had to love each 
other in order to have hated each other so much, and the slasher in me was always like "It's because they 


had a bad breakup that they hated each other!" Many many tharks to my lovely beta, Cruel Illusion who knows 


waaaaay more about Dave than | probably ever will *loves* :) 
Warnings: Anger'lust. References to heroin use. 


"What fucking right do you have to tell me | need to quit? How much shit did you put these guys through 
when you were using?" Dave shouted, pushing Anthony hard in the chest. Anthony knew that it was probably 
hard for Dave to believe that his lover was being such a fucking hypocrite about addiction, considering how 
long Anthony himself had used and all the shit he'd ended up doing to John and Chad and especially Lindy and 
Flea. Hell, Dave was the one who'd ended up going to pick the self-admitted bastard up at the random hotel 


rooms he'd check into to use, then drag him over to rehab. 


But christ, if Dave didn't quit, Anthony was going to do something he'd regret.. To keep the other man from 
pushing him again, Anthony grabbed his wrists and held them down by their waists, growling, "Of course | 
fucking know. Do you think it's possible for me to forget it when every single time | go out driving with a 
backpack next to me, Flea looks at me like I'm gonna go use? Like I'm gonna fucking relapse again?" He was upset 
with Dave for using again, yeah, and so fucking what if it made him a hypocrite? He just didn't want to watch 
Dave end up where he had, being shuttled from dingy hotel rooms to every single rehab on the west coast by 


any one of his friends or family. 


"Dave. Listen to me," Anthony started before Dave wrenched his hands away and decked him hard in the chest. 
He sucked in a breath, his body jerking backward from the force behind the punch. He gained his footing before 
he fell, consciously deciding to go to the other side of the room for a minute. He wasn't quite sure why Dave 
had hit him, but he guessed he deserved it. Well. In some small way. Or not so small, if you were Dave or 
Anthony. The more Anthony thought about it, even though his mind was still focused on getting Dave to calm 
down enough to listen to him, he realized just how many little things had been piling up between the two of 
them, widening the rift between them. It wasn't just about the drugs, although that was what had set them 
off tonight. 


Glancing over at Dave, who was pacing, fuming, and looked about ready to take Anthony's head off if he got 
too close, Anthony sighed and folded his arms across his chest and leaned against the wall. "Dave. Davey. 
David," Anthony said, slowly saying the different forms of Dave's name, hoping that it would break through to 
him and get him to just calm the fuck down so they could falk 


"What?!" Dave exclaimed, raking a hand through his hair. "Why can't you just let it go? I'm not going to stop, | 
don't care what you have to say about it because you're just a fucking hypocrite and you know you are. 
You've used since you were fucking eleven years old, you told me so." Anthony just watched him move, taking 
the verbal barbs that his lover threw at him, letting them bounce off the shell he'd built around himself when 
he finally quit and meant to stay clean. He'd known that somebody was going to call him that; it may as well 
have been Dave, the man he loved almost as much as the euphoria the drugs themselves produced. “Anthony, 
|." Dave sighed, turning to look at him. "You know why | do it. You know. You did it for the same reasons. Out 
of everyone in my fucking life, | thought youd understand. You've been where | am." 


Anthony met Dave's eyes, noting the clarity in them. He wasn't high now, Dave was sober at the moment. He 
walked over to stand in front of him, placing his hands on either side of Dave's neck, not in a volatile gesture, 


but just to touch him. "Dave, | do understand, believe me," he said quietly, the tips of his fingers absently 
playing with the hair on the back of Dave's neck. "Thats why I'm upset. Because | know how bad it can get, | 
know how fucking desperate you'll get for that next fix. Yeah, I've been where you are, but I've also hit rock 


bottom. | love you, Dave. | don't want to watch you end up where | was." 


Fuck. Even with how pissed off they both were, Dave was still so beautiful, even more so in his anger. It 
brought a red flush to his skin; a flush that was reminiscient of the post-coital haze they'd always share by 
lying next to each other and passing a cigarette back and forth, the only "drug" Anthony allowed himself that 
wasn't caffeine, music or sex. He only ever smoked after fucking Dave anymore. Sex with Dave was the kind of 
sex that you were supposed to think happened when the movie would fade out from a couple making out to a 


couple lying on a mussed bed, the man smoking a cigarette that was practically half-ash. 


Impulsively, thinking of all the times he and Dave had made the headboard bang into the wall and the hotel 
room neighbors call down to the front desk to complain, Anthony leaned in with his hands still on his lover's 
neck and kissed him hard. He expected another shot to the chest, but instead, Dave's arms wrapped around 
him and he found a pliant mouth under his, kissing back just as hungrily, just as eagerly. He felt Dave's arms 
move from around his shoulders, calloused hands sliding down his arms, down his sides, down his back, down 
the back of his jeans to squeeze his ass. Anthony couldn't help but moan, grinding his hips into Dave's as the 
other man returned everything that Anthony gave out. Those hands slid to the clasp of Anthony's jeans and 
Anthony's own followed suit, popping the button and lowering the fly of Dave's leathers. Toeing his shoes off, 
Anthony nearly tripped over his jeans in his hurry to get undressed and get the hell on the bed with Dave 
before the man got upset with him again or one or both of them lost their erections because of the 


argument. 


Anthony pulled his shirt over his head and Dave did the same, both shirts ending up in the same pile as their 
pants, which they both then tripped over on the way to the bed. Dave laughed when he caught his balance and 
Anthony grinned, glad to hear his laughter, not realizing that it would be for the last time while Dave was his 
lover. Anthony grabbed lube and a condom and watched eagerly as Dave got into the position they'd adopted 
just for rough fucking, which was what the session they apparently were about to have was going to be. Dave 
was always gorgeous, but even more so when he was on his knees and elbows on the bed, his legs spread wide 
apart so Anthony could fuck his brains out. And now Anthony knelt behind him, between Dave's spread legs, 
and rolled the condom on before lubing his fingers and prepping him quickly. He already knew that it would be 
hard and fast, like their individual falls into addiction, but he didn't care. He just wanted it, he wanted his cock 
up Dave's ass, he wanted the man coming beneath him. He'd gone sober, but he had a new addiction and he 


needed a fix. 


Satisfied by Dave's moans that he was prepared, Anthony slicked the latex over his cock and positioned himself 
before pushing inside, not quite as slow as he normally would have gone, but not as fast as their roughest 
fuck, which had left Anthony sore for a week, since he'd been the one on the bottom that time. He moaned, 
burying his face between Dave's shoulder blades as the man beneath him arched his back and spread wider to 
allow him in deeper. Without waiting for Dave's body to adjust, Anthony withdrew and then thrust back in, his 
hips snapping forward almost viciously as he gasped, the tight heat sending shivers down his spine. He reached 


around with one hand, finding one Dave's nipples as he rocked into him, listening as Dave's breath started 


coming faster. 


Before long, Dave's hips started moving back against Anthony's, helping him ever deeper as the bed creaked 
beneath them. They'd even oiled the springs numerous times, but it never worked. They put it to so much use 
that the oil wore away in a matter of nights. It didn't matter who was on top, because most often, the sex 
was brutal, animalistic. Lately, anyway. At first, the sex had been tentative, easy, loving. Then the rift was 
born and the rough sex evolved out of those nights of caresses and teasing thrusts, those nights of kisses 
and whispers of love and adoration. Anthony could still remember the first time they'd made love, after the 
shooting for the Warped video had ended, and that was what it had been. Love. Not fucking, what they were 
doing now. Anthony moaned at the memory of that first time, his thrusts becoming just a bit easier into 
Dave's body. 


Anthony's hand drifted from Dave's hip to the man's cock, stroking it with the same rhythm he was driving 
into him. He growled when he heard Dave's moan, felt him buck into his hand. All he wanted was for Dave to 
be happy with him again, for Dave to remember that Anthony loved him and that was why he was so upset 
about his using. A few more thrusts and Anthony groaned, spilling into the condom that separated him from 
Dave's heat. He bent his head, biting hard at the skin on the back of Dave's neck, purring when he felt his 
lover find his orgasm in the palm of his hand. Pulling out, Anthony kissed the bite mark on Dave's skin before 


he sat back on his heels and slid the condom off, tying it shut and tossing it into the trash bin next to the 
bed. 


Panting softly, Dave flopped down onto the bed and rolled onto his back before he raked a hand through his 
hair and rested the palm of that hand on his forehead. Anthony lay next to him, studying the flush in his skin 
before sliding an arm around Dave's waist, prompting a look from the younger man. "I hope you enjoyed that," 
Dave said quietly, reaching onto the nightstand for the cigarettes. He lit one, took a drag, and passed it to 
Anthony, slowly exhaling the smoke. Anthony nodded and took the cigarette, taking a long draw off of it. "Good." 
Dave sat up, sliding out from under Anthony's arm as he slid off the bed and reached for his clothes. 
"Because that's the last time you're ever going to fuck me." He dressed quickly, not looking at Anthony, and 
walked out of the room, leaving Anthony, who still held the smoldering cigarette, in a stunned daze on the bed. 


Moments later, Anthony heard the front door of the apartment open and then slam shut. He stubbed out the 


cigarette and sat up, running a hand over his face. Dave had left him.. Dave was leaving. Dave didn't want him 
anymore. 


Fuck," he croaked before allowing his body to fall backward onto the bed, one hand reaching for the blanket so 
he could hide underneath it. 


